378                       OLD    GODS    FALLING

you journey with him, you move so smoothly that you do
not realise the rapid rate at which you are travelling.

In the average novel, the characters are subservient to the
plot, but clean contrary is the case with the creator of The Country
House, for the story serves simply to illustrate the individuals.
Perhaps it is on this account that certain critics have condemned
the author as a sociologist and a doctrinaire, but it is here that
the realist supervenes and the romanticist retires. Galsworthy
was not a purveyor of pretty stories. He applied the lessons
learned from Ibsen to the novel just as he did to the drama. He
subjugated the scheme of the novel, and made it dance at his
direction to his own tune. The Pendyces, Hussell Barter, and the
spaniel John are alive to us by means of the plot of The Country
House. They are incipiently sketched for us, but they develop
themselves by their thoughts and actions throughout the length
and breadth of the story. By the time you arrive at the end of the
tale, if you were introduced to Mr. Barter at afternoon tea, if you
saw General Pendyce in the Royal Automobile Club, if you
went to Mr. Paramor to draft your will, if you met Horace
Pendyce at a September shoot, you would recognise each without
a moment's hesitation, and feel that you had known them very
well at a more or less distant date.

In Fraternity, which appeared two years later, the tone is
more sombre, the satire as pungent but less penetrating in quality,
and the characterisation less classical. From the point of view of
construction, it is less successful than either of its immediate
predecessors, mainly on account of its lack of utter unity. The
interest is not concentrated, and there is no sort of close connec-
tion between the various individuals and scenes or action.
Social contrast was to be reflected more realistically and far more
admirably in The White Monkey. Most of the minor characters are
plausible, though not particularly impressive, but the elaborate,
if slightly exaggerated, Sylvanus Stone, and the little news-
vendor, "name of Creed," who had once been a butler, belong,
as essentially to Galsworthy as Micawber and Mr. Jingle to
Dickens. Bianca, the woman of Leonardo da Vinci, suffers from
the absence of vigour in outline, but has sympathy and fragrance,
and Hilary DalHson is a triumph compared with Shelton.in